120            AFTER    THESE     MANY     QUESTS
aerodrome.  The operation was postponed until the following day.
The delay was fatal. That evening the "boys," who were all spare-time volunteers, their occupations ranging from farming to clerking, insisted that I should be their guest in Nottingham. They said that, as they had to fly next day, it was only a modest celebration. That I must describe as a matter of opinion.
We took off next morning in extremely bumpy weather and closed to a tight formation. My pilot, who normally drove a tractor, was nevertheless a skilled flier. Formation flying is a curious experience. You get a definite impression of three-dimensional movement, not apparent when watching aircraft from the ground. I noticed that the other aircraft were floating up and down like fish in a tank. From the repeated "lift" sensations I deduced that we were doing the same thing. It was an open cockpit and an oil-tainted hurricane beat upon me. I greAV thoughtful and less talkative on the inter-communication system. My ruddy complexion became tinged with yellow. I felt ill; I was ill.
Air sickness is twice as bad as sea-sickness and some people never get over it. I am one of them. Although on five flights out of six I may feel all right nowadays, on the sixth I am still liable to succumb.
On this occasion I felt infinitely worse than at any time during my liver abscess trouble. I curled up in the bottom of the cockpit preparing to die; then I contemplated making a parachute drop to get out of the confounded thing. Common sense kept me back; duty forced me to look biliously round from time to time. I saw our squadron leader fire Very lights to indicate that we were bombing. Shortly afterwards a squadron of Siskin fighters, with red and white, check patterned wings, loomed high upon our tails, a thrilling sight. They overtook us and dived out of the sun. Feeling uncommonly heroic, I used a camera gun on these attackers, and at least had some pictures to show.
After five hours of nausea I was myself vomitted on to the airfield at Waddington, and while all the pilots and observers went in to dinner I had to sit down and write my story with as much enthusiasm as a dying man composing his last